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From Frederick Tennyson.
VILLA TORREGIANI, 1852.
Having duly received the bulletins announcing an autumnal shoot of the old Laurel in the shape of Hallam Tennyson (is this his only name ?) I write not only to wish you joy of your new acquisition but to have more particulars from you on that all engrossing subject. Is he to turn out a dove or an eagle ? Has he a hawking eye and the aquiline supremacy, of the Caesars in his nose or is there a classical type of head, a Belvederino with strong ideality ? Will the pencils of the rays of the ancestral Intellectualities converge into a focus in the concavity of his cranium and be reflected therefrom in redoubled warmth and light, or will they neutralize one another and become common sense, a very good thing ? You will probably be better enabled to answer these questions some ten years hence than now, but it is astonishing how early children begin to exhibit distinctive qualities. In my three little girls I fancy I detect strong marks of Individualities.
Your affectionate brother, F. T.
There was some question as to the name, whether it should be Arthur or Hallam. My father called out in a clear voice, that rang through the church, " Hallam," which pleased Henry Hallam, though jokingly he said in London: " They would not name him Alfred lest he should turn out a fool, and so they named him 'Hallam/" Thinking that in future it would be an interesting link with a former age \ his parents took him with them to old Samuel Rogers, and Rogers, bowing to my mother, said in his courtly and diplomatic way, " Mrs Tennyson, I made one great mistake in my life, I never married."
In November was the burial of the Duke of Wellington. The Ode was published on the morning of
1 Rogers, my father told me, had had his hand on Dr Johnson's knocker, but was too shy to knock and had run away without seeing the great man.